Stoop with the stillness of her smile,
The safety of her hand,
Charm -with the clear call of her voice,
Thee, in the shadowy land!

The daisy will unfold in light

The fairness of her face,

The lark from his green furrow course

Back to Ms sun-wild place;

Then she, whose drowsy cheek by thine

Lonely all night hath lain,

Will toss her dark locks from thy sweet eyes,

Loose thee to earth again!

I   MET   AT   EVE
I met at eve the Prince of Sleep,
His was a still and lovely face,
He wandered through a valley steep,
Lovely in a lonely place.
His garb "was grey of lavender,
About his brows a poppy-wreath
Burned like dim coals, and everywhere
The air was sweeter for his breath.
His twilight feet no sandals -wore,
His eyes shone faint in their own flame,
Fair moths that gloomed his steps before
Seemed letters of his lovely name.
His house is in the mountain ways,
A phantom house of misty walls,
Whose golden flocks at evening graze,
And 'witch the moon with muffled calls.
Up welling from his shadowy springs
Sweet waters shake a trembling sound,
There flit the hoot-owl's silent wings,
There hath his -web the silkworm wound.